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She had struck at him so suddenly, had so swiftly breached
the cold formalism of his nature, that he resented and feared
her even while he was aware of the trembling flutter of
unaccustomed desire.

It was only at breakfast that Elsie was for any length of
time in his presence. That first morning she was timid, a
little nervous, disappointed that Sir Charles was so moody
and dumb. She might have been serving oats to a clothes-
horse, she said to herself, for all the kick there was in it.
But her womanly intuition was sharp, and her senses were
in the moment of then1 awakening. As day by day went on
in this fashion she realised with a shock that this august
person, living in this fine house, with a house-keeper and
coachman and gardener to do his bidding, was for some
reason or other afraid of her. She was not acute enough to
know that this frozen stream had been atrophied for so long
that it was bitterly resenting the spring's kiss. She thought in
her simplicity that warmth and kindliness would be welcomed.

The morning sun was streaming through the window,
falling upon Sir Charles Frame's grey hair and tightened
face when Elsie said, filling his coffee-cup: " It's a lovely
morning, sir. Cheer up/'

Incredible words to be addressed by parlourmaid to
master! " Don't open your mouth unless you're spoken to."
Those were the housekeeper's orders ; but orders of this sort
were no good to Elsie Dillworth. It was not in her nature
to stand round like a statue watching this poor grump sink
deeper and deeper into misery.

She was right by his side; he could feel the warmth of
her body, sense its curves, as she poured the coffee. He was
a notorious martinet; his house and office staffs feared his
barked commands, for his human contacts were as sterile
as his humanitarianism was fervid. A surge of resentment
made him flush all over. Never before had a servant had
the insolence to address a human word to him. " Cheer
up!" He was about to snap and hector when something
suddenly melted in him, as though ice had cracked. He
wanted to put an arm about her, pull her to him. Not to
do so was torture, but the habits of a lifetime were not to
be overcome. But he managed to smile. " Yes/' he said.
" It is a lovely morning."

They were the first words he had spoken to her. She
looked at him, at the smile on his face. " That's better/*